e  The Tragidie
1 af-ﬁﬁég?é;fc foule, I enuie not thy glory,
| Totecde my humor, wifh thy felfene harme.

Came to me | followed Henries courfe,
When the blood was fcatfe wathtfrom hishands,

Which iffued from my etherangell husband,

And that degd fzing, which then [ weeping followed,
- O,When Ifay,1look: on Richards face,

This was my wifh,be thou quoth T'accurfl,

For making me fo yong {oold a widow.

And whenthon wedf, let forrow hauncthy bed,
And be thy Wifeifany be fo badde

As miferable by the death ofthees j

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death,

Loc cuen [ can repeate this curfe againe,

Euenin fofhort a fpace, my womans heart

Crofly grew captiucto hishony words, _
And prou’d the fubie&ts of mine owne foules curfe,
Which euer fince hath kept mine cyes from fieepe, -
For neuer yet;one heure in his bed, :

Haue I enioyed the golden dew of fleepe,

But haue bene waked by his timerous dreames,
Befides he hates me for my father rarwicke,

And will fhortly berid of me. ‘

_Os#, Alas poore foule, I pitty thy complaintse :
Daut.Gls. No morethen from ry {oule I meurme for youts
Ow. Farewell, thou weefull welcomer of glory. - ]
Dy,
Dut,Yor.Go thou te Rickmona 8 good fertune guide thee

«And cach houresioy wrackt witha weeke of teerics : .!

The trumpets found, Enter R ichavdcrowned,Bucks
baws, Catesby,wiih otber Nobles.
King.Stand all a part, Coufltnof Backingham, .
Giveme thy hand 3 ) . < Horebe afcands bis throve:

- ‘—,__,,___..,_.._._-_ = _ e — e

Dut.GlooNo, when he thatis my husbandnow, -« « | §

Glo. Adue poore foule thou takeft thy leaue of it ‘.

Go thou to R ichard,and geod Angels guardthee, |
Go thou to {anQuary,good thoughts poffeflethee, =
1to my graue where peaceandreft lie withme, F W
Eighty old yeates of forrow haue I {eene, wer

, % o7 NICDNAra the Therk.
kich by thy aduice '
1}:;; :h? aﬂ‘:yﬁmz::e isKing Richard feated
Bu: fhall we were thefe honours toraday?
Orfhall they laft and we reioyce inthem?
Bac. Still live they,and foreuer may they laft,
King, O Buekingham now 1 doe play the touch,
Toury ifthou be currant gold ndeede:
Yong Edward fiues : thinke aow what I would fay
Bus. Say on my gracieus foueraigne.
King Why Bwckingham ] (ay | would be King,
Bwe.Why [oe yolare my thricerenowned Liege,
King, Ha : am I King ? tis fo,but Edwardlines,:
" Bue, True noble Prince, s
King. O bitter: confequence, .
That Edward 8ill fhould liue true noble Prince;.

| Coufen thou wert not wont to be fo dull,

| Shall 1 be plaine I wifh the baftards dead,.

| 4ndIwould haueit fuddainly performde, -

What fateft thou ? {peake fuddenly, be briefe,
Buc, Your grace may doe your pleafure. :
King, Tug,tut, thou art all yce, thy kindeneffe ficezeth;,

| Sag,haue] thy confent that they fhalldie 2

Bue, Giue me fomebreeth my Lord,.
Before I pofitiuely {peake hberein:
Iwill refolue your grace imediatlie.
Cat, The King is angry fee he bites his lip
King, I will conuerfec with iron wittie fooles,
Avd yarefpe&liue Boyes , none are forme
Thatlooke into me with confidesate eyes'
| Bo,high' reaching Buekingham growes circum{pedt.
~ 2y.Lod, | i1 1,
King. Knowft thoy pet -any wheme corsupting gold
ould tempt vrito a clufe’ exploit of death, - 7
Boy. My Lord, Tknow adifcontented Geutleman, -
ghofe hurnble meanes matcht not his hau ghiy minde, .
old were as good as.twenty Oratorsy, - ...,
wd will o doubt tempt him to any thing. , - ., :
King, What ishisnamep =~ = &
-- :J- His name my Loxd, is Terrill,
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